came up into the wind. The sails fluttered and the main-
sail crumpled as the gaff came down. The topsail, jib,
and staysail followed and the bubbling water at her bow
subsided into a long, deep ripple. An anchor chain clattered.

An admiring group clustered at the end of the terrace.
There was Koche in swimming trunks, Mary Skelton, the
Vogels, the two English, the French couple, Schimler,
and a plump, squat woman in an overall whom I recog-
nised as Madame Koche. Some of them had cameras in
their hands. I hurried over to them.

Koche was squinting through the sights of a cine
camera. Herr Vogel was feverishly winding a new film
into position. Mrs Clandon-Hartley was examining the
yacht through a pair of field-glasses slung round her
husband's neck. Mademoiselle Martin was operating a
small box camera under her lover's excited direction.
Schimler stood slightly apart, watching Koche work the
cine camera. He looked ill and tired.

'Lovely, isn't she?'

It was Mary Skelton.

'Yes. I thought your brother was chasing that old
Frenchman up the path. I didn't know what all the fuss
was about.'

-He's gone to fetch a camera.*

At this moment her brother appeared holding an ex-
pensive Kodak. 'All this boyish enthusiasm!' he com-
plained. 'Why I should want to take pictures of somebody
else's yacht, I do not know.' Nevertheless, he took two
shots of the yacht.

In his wake, clutching an enormous filmpack reflex of
an ancient pattern, trotted Monsieur Duclos. Breathing
heavily, he unfolded the hood of the reflex and clambered
on to the parapet.
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